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But tell me what the spring was of this noise
That shook our hearing; would he speak perforce,
This English post, though bidden back, with me ?
BothwelL   But that our fellows thrust him from the

gate;

My captain of the castle, a stalwart guard,
The Laird of Skirling, that I put in charge,
Called to the guide aloud, he should be hanged
For bringing English villains through to us here.
And hands were there to reive the rope to him;
Then drew your guard together and our troops,
Whose musters line the straitened streets with steel
That holds embanked their muttering multitudes
Till I ride through ; and those within the gates
Hurtled together with blind cries and thrusts,
But at my sight fell silent as a sea
Settling, that growls yet with the sunken wind,
And holds its peace with unslaked wrath ; then 1
Took from the pressed and labouring messenger
His letter for your hand, who were not risen
And should ere night receive him; so I said,
And thus it shall suffice you do, so be it
We bear the bell to-day in parliament,
Where I should be by this at bar, to stand
And make mine answer.

Quern.                           I am not sick of fear,

Yet my heart loathes its burden of this hour
And beats and drops like a bird wounded.    Nay,
1 do not hold you ; go ; 'tis but my hand
Fastens on yours ; my heart would have you gone,
And here again to assure me of good speed.